BILBAO
they took us along the quay to where there were some
boats. Before leaving, the Reds had blown up all the
bridges, including the new swing bridge which had been
inaugurated only a fortnight earlier. One of the leaves of
the bridge, weighing some two hundred tons, was standing
upright in the middle of the Nervion. The other had
been blown to pieces, and we saw fragments of it weighing
many tons three hundred yards away. In the vicinity of
the bridges there were many badly damaged houses, but
they had suffered as a result of the dynamite explosions,
the work of the infamous Karl Liebknecht battalion, and
not from shell or bomb. Barges were still smoking in the
river, burnt to the water's edge, but we scrambled on
board a couple of leaking wherries, and pushing off, soon
rowed across, the correspondents and the Press officers
vying with each other at the oars. Up the landing-stairs
as fast as we could go, and along a side street into the
Gran Via we went.
The Gran Via was almost empty, but we could divine
more than see that thousands of pairs of eyes were
scrutinising us through the windows of the tall houses
which line this very fine avenue. Three of us, myself
included, were wearing the scarlet beret of the Carlists,
two of us, Major Lambarri and Captain Aguilera, were in
uniform, and there was another in Falangist blue. This,
and especially the scarlet berets, seemed to convince the
inhabitants, and they began to pour out into the streets,
while the Nationalist flags, which they had kept hidden
for so long, fluttered from balcony to balcony, and at the
same time the few Basque Separatist flags, easily distin-
guishable with their green flame, disappeared. I saw one
old woman who had tied the Separatist flag to her foot
and was dragging it behind her in the dust. It was the
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